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| just love you and that\'s all. 


Author's Notes: 
First fic we written on here and also the first in over a month. Pretty nervous about posting it. hopefully 
somebody likes it. 


| took another drag on my cigarette, glancing at the door ever so often because | knew it wouldn't be very long 


before he'd be here. He always came to my room on nights like these. 
As if on cue, somebody knocked on the door, clearly pounding their fists as hard as they manage. 
"Come in." | called out, holding the cigarette in between my thumb and index finger, staring at the wall in front 


of me. Though it was dark, | could make out the cheap painting that hung against the coral colored walls. Guess 
a good hotel was out of the budget this time around. 


Whoever it was pushed the door and closed it behind them quickly, almost as if to keep the room as dark as 
possible. | shifted my gaze back to the wall and nearly scoffed as | felt Roger's hair tickle my bare shoulder. 


"What are you doing?" | questioned as | felt a warm arm wrap around my waist. 
"Just, ya know, make you feel comfortable." 


‘lm sure | told you not an hour ago to fuck off" | spoke harshly as | stood up and went to put my cigarette 
out. What a bastard, always ruining the mood with his touchy-feely-ness. 


| could feel him staring at me, and instantly | regretted not putting on some pants. Underwear was suitable for 


anybody else, but with Roger, he had only one thing on his mind whenever | wasn't completely covered up. 


"Can you please stop? And | reckon you have your own bloody room so why the hell are you invading mine?" | 


snapped as | walked back to the bed. My bed. as in not Roger's. 
His eyes were wide as | sat down and | felt a bit bad for being so damn harsh. 


"l, uh, didn't mean that, Ro-babe." | knew better than to let his pet name slip past my lips but once it was out, 
| didn't regret it. 


Roger perked up and threw off his jacket, only to be followed with the rest of his clothes. 
| bit my lip as he quickly curled up under the comforter, motioning for me to come join him. 


| scrambled on the bed, trying to get near him as quickly as possible. "Rog, you know what'll happen." | 
whimpered as his hands found my chest and rubbed my ripples. 


He smiled at me before leaning in for a passionate kiss. 
"We don't have to do anything. not right now at least. Let's just cuddle." 


| welcomed his warm embrace and cuddled as close as | could get to him. | smiled into his skin as his breathing 


slowed down and | found feel him ultimately fall asleep holding me. 


